MAHASHAKTHI
In the Light of the Moon 1 saw her 1 And surrendered to Her in refuge. All the senses 1 have conquered And killed all desire of self.
To work without caring'fbr fruit And to do Bhakthi. she taught me; Freed of worry she did make me. And all my suffering she did nip.
She did make the light of the stars. And too the winds that blow; She did make the Space on high,, And filled our hearts with Joy-Praise Be!n,
